" What are you clapping for? " Jerald shouted across the court.  " 1^
lost! "
Sue wrinkled her nose at him. " That's it! I was cheering for the
other side."
" Such wifely devotion."
The players were at Sue's side now. She linked her arm through
her husband's. " I'm revenged," she said. " If I can't beat you, at
least there are other people who can."
Gabrielle came to Jerald's aid. " It was my fault. I pulled the
boners."
" When do we eat? " Jeffry demanded.
"Yes, indeed," cried Rene. " I'm not used to such a work-out
before breakfast."
" Get moving," Sue ordered. " The food's not going to pop up in
front of you."
At a leisurely pace they trooped through the park to the Hale
garden. Rene walked ahead with Sue and Jerald while Jeffry and
Gabrielle brought up the rear. As they turned in at the white gate,
Jeffry observed, " Rene's putting on her feathers. Look at those legs! "
Gabrielle smiled. Dark and slender Rene. Her legs were lovely
and brown below brief shorts. She looked at Jeffry, striking in his
tennis flannels, buoyant and careless of mien. Here he brushed against
her in the closeness of the garden path, but she might as well have
been Sue for all the attention he paid her. There was no awareness u
of her in his manner; despairingly she thought that he would never
return the love she had for him. He scarcely touched her except to
help her on and off with her coat, to take her arm in crossing a street.
Dancing with him, she was no nearer to him than if he held her
finger-tips rather than her body. She wondered sadly if Rufus had
felt this same misery over her light response to his love-making.
Gabrielle picked at the hearty breakfast Sue's trim maid served
them on the terrace.   Rene exclaimed over her lack of appetite,-and -
Sue, with her usual tactlessness, remarked, " It must be love.""
Jerald chuckled.   " Then I'd say you weren't in love at all."
Two young men strolled into their laughter. One was Jon Bridge-
water, who had fallen in love with Gabrielle long ago. The other
was introduced by Jerald as Tim Carter. " Tim's our new dean of
men," Jerald elaborated.
" As I've told the president time and again," Tim added, his blue
eyes merry behind incredible eyelashes, " I'd much prefer to be dean
of women."
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